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T7IRST — your  prisoned  root  in  humid  ground, 
•*•  Worms  can  mar  ; — 

Next,  the  fickle  water  washing  round 
Your  translucent  stem  within  it  bound, 
Nenuphar ; 


Yet  this  lucent,  swaying,  quivering  stem 

Bursts  its  bar, 

And  upholds  your  blossom's  diadem, 
Blue  or  white  or  crimson,  like  a  gem, 

Nenuphar. 

Last,  you  have  a  golden  eye  whose  sight, 

As  a  star, 

Looks  toward  the  sun  and  draws  its  light 
Thence,  to  colour  crimson,  blue  or  white. 

Nenuphar. 


NENUPHAR. 

Thus  I  know  you  for  the  mystic  thing 

That  you  are, — 

Symbol  how  my  soul  must  sway  and  swing 
Rooted  in  its  earthly  suffering, 

Nenuphar ; 

Yet  emerging  (cutting  clear  and  cold 

As  scimitar) 

Through  its  passion's  restlessness  to  unfold 
Thoughts  of  beauty  coloured  manifold, 

Nenuphar ; 

While  the  vision  of  its  inward  eye, 

Piercing  far, 

Sees  at  once  the  distant  and  the  nigh, 
Sees  alike  the  lowly  and  the  high, 

Nenuphar. 

Lower  and  higher  thus  divinely  woven  and  wed 

Cannot  jar; — 

Were  your  fourfold  fashion  aught  instead 
You  had  never  been  so  perfected 

As  you  are,  Nenuphar! 
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Songs  of  Earth. 
I. 

SENSE. 

BEAUTIFUL  Earth !   alive,  aglow, 

With  your  million  things  that  grow, 
I  would  lay  my  head  on  your  ample  knee, 
And  hide  mine  eyes  that  I  may  not  see, 
So  listen  awhile  to  the  throb  and  throe 
Beneath,  where  your  anvils  be. 

O  sumptuous  Earth !    I  would  wrap  my  head 
In  your  vesture,  yellow  and  red ; — 
O  Earth  !    I  would  fold  about  my  feet 
Your  wonderful  woven,  verdant  sheet, 
And  make  the  bones  of  your  trees  my  bed, 
For  a  slumber  deep  and  sweet. 


NENUPHAR. 

Therein  should  I  learn  of  your  patient  speech 
Th1  immutable  law  you  teach, — 
The  simple  secret  you  only  know, 
Whereby  your  children  are  taught  to  grow, 
And  touch  the  height  that  you  bid  them  reach, 
And  bow  to  your  '  Yes  ""  and  '  No.' 

0  rigorous  Earth !    I  stand  in  awe 
Of  you  and  your  fateful  law, — 

For  the  plants,  the  birds,  and  the  beasts,  and  I 
All  live  a  little,  and  work  and  die, 
And  birth  and  death  are  a  strict  see-saw, 
Albeit  we  know  not  why. 

1  hear  your  jubilant  voice  resound 
Above  and  from  underground ; 

You  are  full  of  melody,  full  of  mirth, 
And  rich  with  colour,  and  ripe  with  birth, 
And  I,  by  your  sensuous  fetters  bound, 
Would  lie  in  your  lap,  O  Earth! 


SONGS   OF   EARTH. 


II. 

XT  EVER  think  that  Winter  is  the  silent  time 

T  Of  a  cheerless  clime  ! 

All  the  multifarious  seedlings,  in  a  crowd, 

Talk  together  loud 
Of  the  lovely  shapes  and  colours  they  will  be 

When  the  light  they  see, 
And  I  hear  them  shouting  all  the  day, 

Inextinguishably  gay ! 

Winter  is  the  weighty  blanket  Nature  wraps 

Round  her  fervid  saps, 
Lest  they,  restless,  should  arise  and  work  too  soon, — 

Wearied  out  by  noon  ! 
Earth  rules  all  her  children  by  the  solar  clock  ; — 

Should  they  dare  to  mock, 
Running  loose  before  she  gives  them  leave, 

They  assuredly  will  grieve. 


NENUPHAR. 


III. 

TT*  ARTH  in  Spring  wears  motley,  white,  and   blue 
•*•"'  and  green, — 

Yellow  threads  between 
Crimson  fringes  round  her  raiment's  bordered  hem, 

And  a  diadem 
On  her  head  of  purple  jewels  set  in  gold  ; — 

Mad  is  she,  and  bold, 
Masquerading, — and  will  dance  and  dare 

In  her  variegated  wear! 

Herein  lies  the  secret  why  the  Earth  goes  clad 

As  the  merry  mad, — 
Why  she  sets  her  creatures  all  to  dance  and  sing : — 

That  the  foolish  Spring 
Is  her  moment  of  illusion,  and  she  yearns, 

As  the  solstice  turns, 
Just  that  brief  illusion  to  regain, — 

Though  it  cost  her  months  of  pain ! 
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IV. 

QUMMER  brings  the  silent  moment  when  the  Earth 

^  Swooning  after  birth, 

Parts  her  lips  of  scarlet  for  the  sun's  hot  kiss, 

To  renew  her  bliss, 
Though  she  knows  that  pleasured  other  name  is  pain, 

And  will  bring  again 
All  the  load  of  human  life  and  brute, 

And  of  plant  from  seed  to  fruit ! 

Wrapt  in  filmy  raiment,  lucent  as  a  rose, 

Careless  what  her  pose, 
Lavishly  her  russet  hair  she  flings  undone ; 

While  the  amorous  sun 
From  the  hour  he  rises  to  the  hour  he  dips, 

Kisses  limbs  and  lips, 
Till  her  mellow  body  is  afire 

With  his  dominant  desire. 


NENUPHAR. 


V. 

A  UTUMN  is  Earth's  dual  moment  when  she  sees 
•*•  ^     Scattered  by  the  breeze 
All  her  fruits,  and  ended  in  apparent  death, — 

Sees  herself  a  wraith 
As  her  red  and  yellow  veils  she  slowly  strips 

One  by  one,  and  slips 
Through  her  vapours,  till  her  body  bare 

Has  a  lean  and  half-starved  air ; — 

Yet  the  moment  when  what's  outwardly  decayed 

Is  but  lowly  laid, 
In  her  fertile  bosom  to  be  fed  and  nurst, 

Hungry  and  athirst, — 
Yea!  the  mystic  moment  when  eternal  end 

And  beginning,  blend, 
And  the  thing  that  we  count  dead  is  rife 

With  inevitable  life! 
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VI. 

T  T  7"E  met  at  the  cross  ways,  you  and  I, 

And  paused  for  a  passing  word ; — 
It  was  just  a  greeting  and  then  good-bye, 

That  any  one  might  have  heard ; 
You  gave  me  a  flower  (half  bold,  half  shy) 

Of  a  hue  I  had  once  preferred, 
And  a  long  while  after  I  wondered  why 

My  heart  at  the  sight  was  stirred ! 

And  once  or  twice  when  we  chanced  to  meet» 

As  we  went  our  divided  ways, 
Your  look  crossed  mine  in  the  crowded  street, 

With  a  comrade's  candid  gaze ; — 
Our  separate  roads  we  trod  with  feet 

That  tarried  in  brief  delays ; — 
But  little  we  guessed  that  our  hearts  could  beat 

Too  quick,  at  a  simple  phrase ! 


NENUPHAR. 


VII. 


T?  ARTH  said  to  me :  '  From  mine  exhaustless  store 
•*-'     'A  wondrous  palace  I  for  you  do  build, 
And  I,  my  caves  have  ransacked  of  their  ore, 
That  all  its  corridors  be  fitly  filled 
With  treasures  rich  and  choice, 
Wherein  you  may  rejoice, 
Whereby  all  weariness  of  time  be  killed.1 


So,  entering  in,  I  found  the  lavish  Earth 

Had  dowered  my  house  with  all  that  doth  appeal 
To  human  senses, —  touchstones  of  her  worth; — 
Perfumes  there  were  with  power  to  charm  and  heal, 
With  soft,  voluptuous  weight 
Oblivion  to  create, — 
And  fruit  there  was  whereon  to  make  my  meal ; 
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And  for  my  limbs  were  couches  richly  strewn, 

Yea,  piled,  with  roses'  petals  newly  shed, 
Silkier  than  silk,  as  roses  are  in  June ; — 
And  every  floor  was  softly  carpeted ; 
Barefoot  I  might  have  stept, 
And  had  there  been  who  slept 
He  had  not  stirred  awakened  by  my  tread ; 

Music  there  was  that  wove  a  filmy  web 

Of  melodies,  provocative  of  dream, 
And  rhythmic  as  the  ocean's  flow  and  ebb; — 
Colours  and  forms,  in  unison  of  scheme, 
Were  each  by  each  enhanced 
As  light  from  shadow  glanced, 
And  showed  me  beauty  in  many  a  picture-theme. 

Earth  spoke  again  and  said :  '  Be  happy  here, 

And  poems  write  that  praise  me  and  my  law'; — 
Whereat  I  shuddered  in  well-founded  fear 

She  would  command  my  genius !     Then  I  saw 
My  palace  was  a  school, 
Where  fixed  and  rigid  rule 
Went  smoothly  round  and  round  without  a  flaw. 
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NENUPHAR. 

At  once,  I  weary  was  of  luscious  flowers, 

And  weary  of  perfumed  fruit  whereon  to  feed, 
And  weary  that  I  stretched  through  half  mine  hours 
My  limbs  on  tender  textures, — and  indeed 
Of  erstwhile  melodies 
That  brought  me  ecstasies, 
And  visions  that  inspired  my  beauty-creed ! 

What  were  Earth's  pleasures  worth  to  me  if  I 

Enjoy  them  but  in  prison  ?     The  price  she  wrings 
From  those  who  use  her  gifts,  I  found  too  high ; 
/  live  with  free,  and  not  with  captive,  things. 
<O  Earth!1  I  said,  'thank  God! 
I  can  escape  your  sod, — 
For  being  poet  I  was  born  with  wings ! ' 


12 


SONGS   OF   EARTH. 


VIII. 

T   ASKED  of  the  creatures  each  in  turn : 
A     '  What !  are  you  contented,  fool, 
That  Earth  should  settle  the  wage  you  earn  ? 

To  work  by  rote  and  to  live  by  rule, 
And  neither  to  choose  nor  spurn  ? " 

And  every  one  of  the  creatures  said 
(The  plants  and  the  beasts  and  men): 

'  We  serve  the  Earth,  for  we  live  by  bread, 
And  out  of  her  granary,  where  and  when 

She  pleases,  we  all  are  fed.1 

And  when  I  assured  them :   '  Creatures  dear, 

It  is  not  from  the  earth  alone 
Ye  draw  your  being,1  they  answered  clear: 

'The  Earth  knows  us,  and  by  us  is  known, 
And  'tis  safe  by  her  star  to  steer!1 
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NENUPHAR. 


IX. 


EARTH !    I  heard  your  piteous  creatures  cry,. 
And  I  alone  could  tell  the  reason  why ; 
Their  blackened  lips  they  pressed 
Against  your  stubborn  breast : 
'Why  should  we  live,' they  said,  'to  work  and  die?* 

For  all  they  laugh,  your  helpless  creatures  groan, — 
They  wake  to  work,  and  fall  asleep  to  moan ; 

Twas  I,  the  poet,  heard 

Their  grief  that  inly  stirred, 
For  I  have  felt  their  sorrow  as  mine  own ! 

They  dimly  know  that  bondage  is  their  lot, 
And  blindly  feel,  to  find  they  know  not  what 

That  stands  outside  your  laws, — 

And  thus  they  weep,  because 
You  cannot  give  it,  for  you  have  it  not! 
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0  Earth !  if  I  with  you  should  wholly  stay, 

1  should  be  lost  in  bondage,  as  are  they ; 

But  Water  calls  to  me 
From  river  and  from  sea, 
To  take  my  soul  and  bear  it  far  away! 
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X. 

EARTH  !  no  longer  I  stand  in  awe 

Of  you  and  your  ruthless  law ; — 
To  live  a  little  and  work  and  die, 
Is  never  enough  for  such  as  I ! 
O  passionless  Earth !  I  have  found  the  flaw 
As  your  rigorous  scheme  goes  by. 

O  Earth !  at  last  have  I  learnt  of  you, 
Your  watchword  is  :  '  Renew  ! ' 

But  you  care  not  where  and  you  care  not  how, 

And  mere  emotion  you  disallow 
As  barren  and  bare ; — I  get  the  clue 

Thereby  to  my  yearning  now. 

Whatever  it  be,  I  know  but  this, 

Tis  passion  you  wholly  miss, — 

Nay,  more!  'tis  that  which  you  calmly  scorn, 
And  hide  from  the  ken  of  your  truly  born, 

Lest  it  sweep  them  down  to  a  blind  abyss, 
Or  on  to  a  rock  forlorn ! 
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Songs  of  Water. 
i. 

PASSION. 

/~"\  WIND  me  about  with  your  shifting  sheen 
^^     Of  ambient  purple  and  green, 
You  Water  who  sob  and  moan  and  shriek, — 
You  tricksy  Water  of  fitful  freak, — 

Unsafe,  unsettled,  and  half  unseen, 
So  strong,  and  so  seeming  weak  ! 

I  am  weary  of  Earth  and  her  gorgeous  glow, 
And  her  million  things  that  grow, — 

Her  steadfast  creatures  that  fix  a  root 

And  work  their  way  from  a  seed  to  fruit, — 
While  you  go  waywardly  too  and  fro, 

They  are  patient  and  firm  and  mute ! 
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NENUPHAR. 

At  a  breath  you  ripple  and  sink  and  heave, 
You  slip  where  you  seem  to  cleave, — 

Your  form  is  supple  and  swift  and  lithe 

As  a  shimmering  snake's,  to  twist  and  writhe, 
And  green  is  your  hair  as  the  grass  we  leave 

On  the  track  of  a  ruthless  scythe. 

My  seeking  soul  is  a  wandering  waif, 

An  exile,  in  chains  that  chafe ; 
O  Water !   weaving  a  raindrop  crown, 
O  tremulous  Water !   up  and  down, 

The  Earth  is  kind  and  would  hold  me  safe, 
But  you, — you  would  let  me  drown ! 
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II. 


OILENT  and  stagnant  Water  that  gives  back 
^     My  SouPs  regret  and  weariness  of  fate, 

So  bleak,  so  black, 
Have  you  no  word  but :  *  Wait  ? ' 


I  find  no  pleasure  in  your  turbid  hue, 
Nor  any  comfort  in  your  glassy  face, 

For  I  and  you 
Alike,  are  shorn  of  grace. 

To-day  you  greet  me  with  the  same  grey  smile 
You  gave  me  yesterday.     O  Water !  you 

Have,  all  the  while, 
A   soul  in  prison,  too. 
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For  you  who  in  despondence  dream  and  drouse, 
Would  gladly  feel  the  rush  of  rending  rain 

Your  depths  to  rouse, 
And  make  you  move  again. 

And  I,  whose  vision  is  of  futile  forms, 

Would  welcome  passion's  swift  and  surging  stream, 

Mid  stress  of  storms, 
To  vivify  my  dream  ! 


SONGS   OF  WATER. 


HI. 


'"~|~"SHE  hour  had  struck,  and  before  I  wist, 

Or  ever  I  gave  the  sign, 
You  locked  your  fingers  about  my  wrist, 

And  laid  your  lips  on  mine, 
And  the  words  you  uttered  the  while  you  kissed, 

Were  warm  in  my  heart  as  wine, 
And  the  world  was  wrapt  in  a  roseate  mist, 

And  lit  by  a  rainbow's  shine ! 

The  water  went  washing  about  the  keel, 

And  the  oars  were  laid  to  rest, 
And  the  silent  currents  that  creep  and  steal, 

Ran  down  to  the  flaming  west ; 
With  body  and  soul  alive  to  feel, 

O  love !  have  we  found  the  best  ? 
Or,  passion -enveloped  from  head   to  heel, 

Is  life  in  illusion  dressed  ? 
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O  tortuous  Water  that  moves  asleep, 

Smooth-faced  as  a  dreamless  pond 
Where  trailing  grasses  and  sedges  steep 

The  blade  and  its  pendent  frond, — 
O  passionate  hearts  that  strain  and  leap 

For  pleasure  to  feel  so  fond, 
What  life  or  death  in  the  ocean's  deep 

Awaiteth  ye  both  beyond  ? 
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IV. 


\1[7E  sat  where  the  Waterfall  gaily  flings 

Her  diamond  chaplet  down, 
And  who  has  a  voice  like  hers  that  sings 
To  the  silver  harp  with  the  jewelled  strings 
That  is  dearer  to  her  than  crown! 

The  Waterfall  sang  the  eternal  song 
That  burdens  her  lucent  scrolls, — 
The  song  that  is  never  too  loud  nor  long 
Of  Love, — the  king  who  can  do  no  wrong, — 
To  our  tremulous,  listening  souls. 

And  we — we  also  would  freely  fling 

The  diamond  chaplet  down, — 
We  too  would  sing,  of  Love  who  is  king 
To  the  silver  harp  with  the  golden  string, 

Though  music  in  tears  should  drown  ; 
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For  passion  has  come  to  the  verge  and  leaps 

Headlong  to  the  blind  abyss, 
Yet  gathers  thereby  the  strength  of  deeps, 
And  eddies  a  moment  and  swirls  and  sweeps 

Till  peril  is  one  with  bliss ! 
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V. 


and  I  have  watched  the  fury  flowing  free 

Of  a  battling  sea, — 
Chargers  white  in  legions  galloping  to  death, 

Never  drawing  breath 
Till  their  manes  are  lowered  level  with  the  surf, 

As  it  were  but  turf, — 
Goaded  by  the  storm-wind's  wheeling  lash 
To  th"1  inevitable  crash ; — 

While  the  light  along  the  billows'  edge  between 

Was  of  agate-green, 
And  their  mournful  hollows  were  a  lifeless  brown 

Surging  up  and  down, 
And  a  pallid  sunray,  somewhere  from  the  west, 

Caught  each  crystal  crest, 
In  a  thousand  fragments  on  the  rock 
Splintered  by  the  fateful  shock. 
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You  and  I  are  beating  at  the  brazen  gate 

Of  an  adverse  fate, 
And  our  clamour  like  the  sea-waves1  shivered  spray 

Seems  to  make  no  way ; 
Yet  for  all  our  passion  and  for  all  our  pain 

Backward  flung  again, 
We  would  break  the  barrier  with  our  cry, 
Or  would,  unavailing,  die  ! 
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VI. 

and  I  have  watched  the  purple  sea  at  noon 

Dreaming  in  a  swoon, 
(As  it  were  she  knew  not  later  breaks  the  storm,) 

Breathing  soft  and  warm 
Like  a  sleeping  queen,  of  beauty  unsurpassed 

Rocked  in  cradle  vast, 
And  in  opalescent  raiment  dressed 
With  a  sapphire  on  her  breast. 

You  and  I,  forgetful  of  the  brazen  gate 

On  the  path  of  fate, 
Live  within  the  moment,  never  asking  what 

Be  our  after-lot ; 
Through  the  fervid  stillness  of  our  passion's  noon 

Likewise  would  we  swoon, 
Wrapt  in  visions  that  our  love  imparts, 
With  illusion  in  our  hearts  ! 
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VII. 

T   BUILT  a  ship  for  my  love  and  me 
•*•       And  launched  it  forth  on  a  silveni  sea, 
And,  as  in  the  nursery  rhyme  of  old, 
The  sails  were  of  silk  and  the  masts  of  gold, 
And  fruit  that  was  fresh  as  fresh  could  be 
Was  hidden  away  in  the  hold. 

The  beams  of  my  ship  were  of  ivory  bright, — 
And  a  diamond  lantern  lit  the  night, 
And  the  flag  that  flew  at  the  proud  mast-head 
Was  broidered  in  yellow  and  green  and  red, 

And  the  ropes  we  handled  were  pink  and  white, 
In  a  twisted  silken  thread ; 

And  over  the  deck  was  a  palanquin 
For  me  and  my  love  who  were  king  and  queen, — 
And  a  witherless  garden  bloomed  and  grew 
Of  purple  roses  and  lilies  blue, 
And  crimson  oranges  hid  between 
Long  leaves  of  a  nameless  hue. 
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The  sea  made  music  the  whole  day  long 
That  changed  at  night  to  a  slumber  song, 
And  the  sun  was  never  too  hot  by  noon, 
And  never  too  cold  was  the  midnight  moon, 
And  doves  went  with  us,  a  glittering  throng, 
And  sat  on  the  sails  to  croon. 


My  ship  to-day  is  a  drifting  wreck, 
And  the  palanquin  is  swept  from  the  deck, 
And  the  flag  that  flew  at  the  proud  mast-head 
Is  only  a  soiled  and  a  tattered  shred, 
And  many  a  maggot  and  mouldy  speck 
Has  turned  the  fresh  fruit  dead. 


The  purple  roses  were  scattered  wide, 
And  the  lilies  blue  they  shivered  and  died, 
And  the  golden  mast  and  the  silken  sail 
Were  made  the  sport  of  a  reckless  gale, — 

And  the  diamond-lantern,  open-eyed, 
In  the  storm  was  of  slight  avail. 


NENUPHAR. 

Mine  ivory  ship  was  a  cockle-shell 
As  the  wind  and  the  water  rose  and  fell, 
The  toy  of  water  and  wind  and  wave, 
And  wind  and  water  hollowed  her  grave — 
Mine  ivory  ship  I  had  garnished  well, 
And  nothing,  at  last,  could  save  ! 

I  built  my  ship  for  my  love  and  me, 
And  I  meant  so  well ! — but  the  treacherous  sea 
Has  wrenched  from  both  of  our  heads  the  crown, 
And  turned  our  sovereignty  upside  down  ! 
O !   well  it  was  for  my  love  and  me 
In  the  tempest  we  did  not  drown ! 
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VIII. 

T~\O  you  not  hear  that  solemn  undertone 

-*-^     From  hollows  where  primeval  shells  are  strown  ? 

That  unremitting  boom, 

Implacable  as  doom, — 
That  fateful  note  where  moving  waters  moan  ? 

For  Water  gathers  all  the  sighs  and  tears, 

And  all  the  songs  and  laughter  through  the  years 

Wherein  a  human  soul 

Pays  passion's  daily  toll, 
And  paying,  plays  again  with  hopes  and  fears. 

It  is  more  tragic  than  the  passing-bell, — 
More  awful  than  the  breaking  battle-shell; — 

Though  waves  may  fall  or  fling, 

And  hearts  may  sob  or  sing, 
Nor  this,  nor  that,  deflect  its   changeless  knell ! 
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It  saith,  alike  to  sorrowful  or  gay  : — 
'  To-morrow  is  not  wholly  as  to-day  ; 
We  go  the  way  we  must, 
And  have  no  power  to  thrust 
The  worse  aside,  or  bid  the  better  stay.1 

Do  you  not  hear  that  heartless  monotone, 
That  fateful  note  where  moving  waters  moan  ?- 

Because  I  call  you  mine 

To-day,  is  that  the  sign, 
O  Love  !    to-morrow  I  shall  weep  alone  ? 
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IX. 

Y !  now  I  know  there  is  no  dreadful  need 
For  me  in  loneliness  to  weep, 
For  you  and  me  with  fate  to  intercede 
Through  hours  that  creep. 

Sweet  is  the  moment  while  your  hand-clasp  slips 

Within  mine  answering  hand  to  stay, 
And  sweet  the  crimson  kiss  upon  my  lips 
You  closely  lay ; 

Yet  when  we  part, — as  part  perchance  we  must, 

And  our  divided  ways  renew, — 
We  need  not  hide  our  faces  in  the  dust, 
As  mourners  do. 

Another  such  as  I  you  have  not  met, 

Nor  will  you  ever  meet  again  ; 
For  weal  or  woe,  we  are  each  other's  yet, 
In  peace  or  pain. 
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If  I  knew  how  a  certain  way  to  weave 

And  stretch  a  cord  from  me  to  you, 
Would  you  not  welcome  it  ?     Then,  oh  !  believe 
That  cord  is  true. 

There  is  a  subtle  secret  of  the  soul 

That  wafts  our  passion  over  space, — 
That  fuses  far  and  near  and  welds  the  whole 
With  potent  grace ; 

And  we  can  breathe  along  that  vibrant  cord 

What  jealous  ears  shall  never  hear, — 
Yea !  be  together,  so  nor  watch  nor  ward 
Can  part  us,  dear ! 

Our  passion  will  thereby  the  stronger  be, — 

As  waves  with  wind  behind  them  are, — 
To  carry  all  before  it,  flowing  free 
To  break  the  bar! 
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X. 

WATER  !  weaving  a  raindrop  crown, 

With  you  I  may  haply  drown ! — 
You  sing  me  deaf  and  you  kiss  me  blind, 
Your  shimmering  hair  you  wind  and  wind 
And  twist  and  tangle  it  up  and  down, 
My  hands  and  my  feet  to  bind. 

O  ambient  Water !  the  thing  you  teach 

Is  passion's  illusive  speech  ! 
You  lure  me  downward  to  drink  and  lave, 
And  sell  my  soul  as  a  helpless  slave, — 

You  chain  my  hands  lest  they  outward  reach 
For  a  spar  that  perchance  might  save! 

O  Water !  seductive  and  wily  witch  ! 

You  call  to  me ;  '  Choose  you  which  : 
My  whelming  song  and  my  blinding  kiss 
And  pleasure  you  never  with  me  shall  miss, — 

Or  Earth  who  has  found  you  a  workman's  niche ; 
Come  choose  you  that  or  this ! 1 
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0  passionate  Water  !  nay  ; — I  prize 
The  vision  of  undimmed  eyes; 

1  go  with  your  rivers, — I  seek  your  sea, 
But,  hands  and  feet  I  will  have  them  free, 

For  you  and  the  Earth,  in  your  different  guise, 
Are  less  than  my  Soul  in  me ! 
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Songs  of  Air, 


I. 

THOUGHT. 

SENSITIVE  Air!     I  feel  you  free, 

Though  hidden  from  sight  you  be ! 
I  pray  you  breathe  on  my  seeking  soul 
With  manifold  thought !     Unclose,  unroll 
The  lotus  blossom  of  life,  to  me, 
That  blesses  and  crowns  the  whole. 

0  Thought !  I  welcome  your  unseen  wings 
That  waft  the  mysterious  things 

1  draw  to  myself  from  east  and  west, 

And  from  pole  to  pole  in  my  mind's  unrest ; 
I  welcome  your  flight  that  takes  or  brings 
The  joys  of  eternal  quest. 
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For  what  would  the  Earth  and  the  Water  do 

O  Air !  were  it  not  for  you 
Who  nourish  the  million  things  that  grow, 
And  quicken  the  passionate  Water's  flow, 

And  drive  the  current  of  freedom  through 
Wherever  you  breathe  or  blow  ? 

And  what  be  the  worth  of  passion  and  sense 

But  a  chaos  blind  and  dense, 
Till  reason's  current  comes  sweeping  through, 
To  mould  and  measure  each  form  and  hue, 

And  balance  them  all  in  a  scheme  immense, 
And  point  their  emotion  true  ? 

O  meditant  Air  who  are  one  with  thought ! 

Will  you  to  my  soul  bring  aught, 
If  I  fold  your  azure  and  silver  veil 
About  my  head  when  the  light  is  pale, 

And  hearken  close  for  a  message  brought 
In  silence,  or  breeze,  or  gale  ? 
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II. 

AIR  !  to-day  I  find  your  face  is  grey, 
To-day  I  find  you  comfortless  and  chill ; — 

Pass — pass  away, 
Lest  you  should  do  me  ill ! 

To-day  you  carry  on  your  sullen  wing 
For  me,  a  burden  as  it  were  of  lead, 

And  what  you  bring, 
If  yet  alive,  seems  dead. 

O  Thought !  what  is  it  that  you  come  without  ? 
O  Lotus-bloom !   what  is  it  you  have  lost  ? 

What  creeping  doubt 
My  seeking  soul  has  crossed  ? 
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III. 

NORTH  WIND !  leaving  barren  furrows  on  your 
track,— 

Furrows  bleak  and  black, — 
North  wind!  bearer  of  all  bitter,  bracing  things 

On  your  sword-like  wings, 
I  would  fold  my  shivering  hands  upon  my  breast, 

Letting  go  my  quest, 

While  you  drive  me  helpless  through  the  whirl 
Of  a  sudden  snowstorm's  swirl ; 

I  would  clasp  my  hands  about  my  heart  and  hope 

Light  will  break  to  cope 
With  the  bitter  reasoning  of  illusions  lost, 

Callous  as  your  frost ! — 
North  wind  !  with  your  sword-like  sorrow,  maybe  you 

Bring  a  vision  new 
When  your  cruel  storm  goes  by,  and  clear 

All  the  holy  stars  appear ! 
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IV. 

T T7EST  WIND !  I  can  tell  your  coming  by  the  way 

All  the  tree-tops  sway ; 
Sea-green  are  your  pinions,  and  your  garments  curl 

Round  you  in  a  whirl ; 
Should  I  try  to  hold  you  by  their  merest  hem, — 

Thus  your  course  to  stem, — 
You  would  rend  them  from  me  with  a  shriek, 

Buffetting  my  brow  and  cheek. 

West    wind !    take    me    on    those   sea-green    wings   of 
yours, 

(Cleaving  air  as  oars, 
Cleave  the  water) — take  me  into  space  afar, 

Breaking  every  bar, 
Till  I  feel  your  glorious   freedom  move  my  soul 

Toward  an   unseen  goal, 
While  you  teach   me,  as  I  fly  with  you, 
How  my  bonds  I  may  undo ! 
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V. 


\T7HAT  is  it  to  you,  what  is  it  to  me 

We  wend  our  divided  ways  ? 
What  is  it  to  us,  in  appearance,  we 
Are  left  in  the  cold,  by  fate's  decree 
To  gather  more  blame  than  praise  ? 

Behold !  we  bewilder  the  watchful  eyes, 

And  mock  at  the  bolts  and  bars, — 
We  foil  the  trammels  and  tricks  of  spies, 
And  care  no  whit  for  the  clouded  skies, 
Yea !  laugh  at  our  adverse  stars ! 

A  love  like  ours,  shall  the  funeral  pyre 

Consume  it  ?     Nay,  not  so  ; — 
The  soul  has  her  own  electric  wire, 
And  over  this  can  the  heart's  desire 
Go  silently  to  and  fro. 
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We  give  our  thoughts  to  the  friendly  Air 

(What  matters  it  near  or  far?) 
The  speediest  possible  breath  of  prayer, — 
And  wherever  you  be,  I  am  surely  there, 
And  wherever  I  am,  you  are ! 
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VI. 

TT7HO  knows?     May  be  had  we  had  no  cause,. 

A  vigilant  track  to  steer, — 
May  be,  had  the  world  and  its  futile  laws 

Allowed  us  a  pathway  clear, — 
May  be,  had  we  never  been  brought  to  pause 

Where  a  blind  abyss  loomed  sheer, 
We  had  not  known  of  the  way  there  was, 

And  we  had  not  drawn  so  near. 

As  it  is, — we  are  out  on  the  way  to  win, 

We  sing  to  a  joyous  lilt, — 
Tis  we  that  have  broken  the  barriers  in, 

Tis  we  that  a  bridge  have  built ! 
To  a  pricked-out  pattern  one  does  not  pin 

The  lotus,  to  watch  it  wilt, 
And  fetters  are  not  for  souls  akin 

Who  have  sifted  ore  from  silt ! 
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VII. 

OOUTH     WIND!     South    wind!    I    can    feel    the 
^     rhythmic  beat 

Of  your  silent  feet, — 
I  can  hear  your  rose-red  pinions,  and  they  bear 

All  things  sweet  and  fair ; 
South  wind !  I  would  catch  your  rainbow-tinted  dress 

(Loving  loveliness,) 

And  would  let  you  lead  me  where  they  bask 
Who  have  neither  load  nor  task. 

Wind  of  Venus  !   wind  of  Venus  !   in  the  south, 

From  your  amorous  mouth 
Comes  the  never-ending  legend  that  inspires 

Half  our  heart's  desires  ; 
Wind  of  Venus  !    wind  of  Venus  !    in  your  touch 

Is  the  magic  such 

It  can  change  the  dreariest  of  our  schemes 
Into  rose  and  azure  dreams. 
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South   wind !    kiss   me  on   my   lips !    South   wind  on 
mine  eyes 

Kiss  me,  lover-wise ; 
While   I  wind  about  my  head  your  rosy  veils, 

Tell  me  fairy-tales, — 
Tales  of  mystery  and  passion  borne  along 

By  the  breath  of  song, — 

For  your  wildest  tales  that  thrill  us  through, 
To  the  Poet  all  are  true. 
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VIII. 

i     LOOKED  upon  the  lotus-blossoms  in  the  sun, 

Crimson  and  yellow,  white  and  blue, 
And  as  I  looked  I  scarce  could  tell  which  one 
Had  fairest  hue. 

And  all  the  diverse  thoughts  I  send  to  you, — 

Yea !  all  the  thoughts  you  send  to  me, — 
Are  coloured  as  the  lotus  (though  untrue 
You  deem  this  be.) 

For  if  with  inward  vision  we  could  see, 

Rose-red  would  be  our  passion's  sheen, — 
Our  wisdom,  violet, — our  sympathy, 
A  tender  green. 

And  as  the  colour  should  thereby  be  seen, 
The  thought  is  blossom  or  is  blight ; — 
Thus  do  we  stretch  a  living  wreath  between* 
Though  out  of  sight 
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IX. 

EAST    WIND!    East    wind!    with    the   burnished 
golden  wings, 

And  the  voice  that  sings 
Of  the  sun-god,  lord  of  life  and  light  and  heat, 

When  my  soul  you  greet 
I  would  wrap  your  robe  of  flame  about  my  heart, 

So  you  may  impart 

All  the  quickening  message  that  you  bear 
Through  the  quivering  fields  of  Air. 

East  wind  !   sun  wind  !   bring  me  in  this  fervid  hour 

Thoughts  of  love  and  power, 
Harmonising  each  with  other,  till  they  frame 

In  a  wafted  flame 
One  great  perfect  poem,  and  its  theme  shall  be 

All  that  I  would  see 
Blent  of  nature  and  the  human  soul, — 
Not  a  portion,  but  the  whole. 
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Sun  wind !   set  a  deathless  kiss  upon  my  brow, 

And  inspire  me  how 
I  may  write  in  gold  and  purple  characters 

What  the  sun  confers, — 
What  of  life  the  sun  has  bid  you  bring  to  me 

For  my  poesy  ; — 

Though  I  die  beneath  your  burning  breath, 
Breathe, — and  give  me,  after,  death! 


49 


NENUPHAR. 


X. 

SENSITIVE  Air  who  are  one  with  Thought, 

To  my  seeking  soul  you  have  brought 
(On  wings  of  silence  or  breeze  or  gale,) 
Your  manifold  messages  ;  yet,  I  wail 

For  I  know  not  what  that  you  have  not  brought, 
Outside  and  beyond  your  pale. 

O  Air !  O  Thought !  new  force  you  gave 

To  passion, — as  wind  to  wave, — 
You  flung  the  rope,  you  carried  the  link 
To  span  the  chasm  from  brink  to  brink, 
And  over  the  blind  abyss  you  drave 
Where  sense  and  emotion  shrink ; — 

Where  sense  recoils  and  where  passion   weeps, 

And  into  the  silence  creeps ; 
For  Water  and  Earth  are  as  root  and  stem, 
Of  the  fourfold  blossom,  that  crowneth   them, 
Yea !  blesses  them  both  in  their  native  deeps 
To  share  in  her  diadem. 
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And  yet,  O   wonderful,  potent  Thought ! 

I  would  barter  the  gifts  you've  brought, — 
The  crimson  and  yellow,  the  white  and  blue, — 
To  know  the  ruler  that  ruleth  you  ! 

Who  giveth  you  all  ?   Who  leaveth  you  naught  ? 
Above  and  beyond  you, — who]? 
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Songs  of  Fire, 


i. 

INSIGHT. 

FIRE  !  that  burns  at  the  Heart  of  things 

Where  seraph  to  angel  sings, — 
Whose  golden  voices  resound  afar 
From  sphere  to  sphere  and  from  star  to  star — 
I  would  feel  the  brush  of  your  burnished  wings, 
That  brand  with  the  deathless  scar. 

O  Light !    that  shines  at  the  Heart  of  things 
Where  the  lamp  that  is  sevenfold  swings, 
My  soul,  set  free  from  its  carnal  robe, 
Would  skim  the  spaces  from  globe  to  globe, 
To  bathe  in  the  sevenfold  ray  it  brings, 
Whereby  I  may  seek  and  probe. 
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O  mystical  Flame  !  at  the  Heart  of  things, 

You  flow  from  the  secret  springs 

As  Spirit  and  Life  and  Love  and  Light, 

And  I,  who  am  bound  in  the  kingdom  of  night, 

Have  felt,  in  a  vision  of  stars  and  rings, 
Your  touch  on  mine  inmost  sight. 

O  Spirit !  you  give  to  the  Earth  her  grace, 

You  move  on  the  Water's  face, — 

You  make  of  the  Air  a  winnowing  fan, — 
You  breathe  on  the  human  soul  of  man, — 

To  you,  the  ranges  of  time  and  space 
Are  merely  a  finite  span ; 

O  Spirit  of  azure  and  roseate  wings! 

O  Soul  of  my  soul,  that  sings ! 

You  carry  the  magical  mirror  of  gold, — 
You  say  to  the  Poet:   'Look  up!  Behold!' 

Therein  would  I  gaze  on  the  Heart  of  things 
Where  All  from  the  One  unfold. 
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II. 

'  I  VHE  wide,  wild  moor  and  the  sun  had  set, — 
•*•        The  cold  pale  sky  and  the  moon  not  yet, 

And  the  tireless  sea  that  I  guessed  afar ; — 
There  was   wayward  Water  and  wearied  Earth, 
And  meditant  Air, — but  I  felt  the  dearth 

Of  Fire  from  sun  or  star. 

And  my  soul's  wide  world  has  its  tireless  sea 
Of  captive  passions  that  fain  were  free, — 

Its  air   that  reason  needs  must  respire, — 
Its  warm,  uncultivate  earth  wherein 
The  body  must  patiently  toil  and  spin, — 

'  But  where,1  I  said,  *  is  its  fire  ? 1 

Then  a  Voice  replied  that  I   knew  was  true : 
'The  fire  you  seek  is  concealed  in  you, — 

It  kindles  and  burns  at  your  own  heart's  core; 
For  poesy's  mission  it  is  to  fuse 
Emotion  and  reason  and  sense  in  hues 

Of  the  perfect  spiritual  ore. 
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'  The  flood  of  emotion  it  may  run  dry, 

And  the  thinker's  thoughts  they  may  droop  and  die, 

And  the  toiler's  feet  on  the  earth  go  lame; 
But  the  Fire  that  burns  at  the  Heart  of  things 
Is  mightier  than  feet  or  flow  or  wings ; — 

O  Poet !  you  guard  the  Flame.1 
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III. 

'  I  ""HERE   are,  of  all  the  myriad  spirits  sent 

•*•        To  wear  the  vesture  of  a  carnal  birth, 
Whose  mission  bids  them  be  content 
As  spirits  of  the  Earth. 

These  are  the  rulers  of  the  crowd.      But  some 

Who  happier  breathe  amid  the  sea-wave's  strife, 
As  spirits  of  the  Water  come, 

To  find  therein  their  life. 

And  others,  drifting  from  a  purer  plane 

Whose  border  overlaps  the  golden  stair, 
Take  up  the  fateful  round  again 
As  spirits  of  the  Air. 

But  I  (to  shrivel  or  to  vivify, — 

And  which  I  cannot  tell — God  knows  !)  I  came 
With  all  the  gifts  conferred  thereby, 
A  spirit  touched  with  Flame! 
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IV. 

'  I  ^ HERE'S  a  casket,  and  within  it  jewels  rare 

•*•        Made  for  who  can  wear, 
And  a  voice  that  whispers,  '  Wherefore  not  bedeck 

Finger,  wrist,  and  neck  ? ' 
But  I  know  not  if  these  jewels  be,  alas ! 

Mere  delusive  glass, 
Or  the  veritable,  dearly-purchased  worth 

Of  this  ancient  earth  ; 
What  I  know  is, — I  would  like  to  wear  ! 

There's  a  garden,  and  some  god  has  given  to  me 

Leave  to  use  the  key 
Forged  upon  the  crimson  anvils  of  the  sun, 

When  the  day  is  done  ; 
But  I  know  not  if  I  have  to  delve  its  soil, 

Therein  daily  moil, 
Or  if  I  may  pluck  for  pleasure  fruits  and  flowers, 

Dreaming  in  its  bowers  ; 
What  I  know  is, — I  shall  use  the  key. 
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There's  a  palace  and  some  Presence  calls  to  me : 

'  Enter  in  and  see 
Who  it  is  that  summons  you  to  share  his  throne ' ; — 

Wrought  in  gold  or  stone, 
That  I  know  not ; — know  not  shall  I  find  beneath 

Crown  and  veil  and  wreath, 
Devil — or  divinity, — in  rainbow's  arc 

Or  abysmal  dark  ; — 
What  I  know  is, — I  shall  go  and  see. 


There's  a  journey,  and  translucent  as  a  star 

Comes  a  bell  from  far, 
And  it  lures  me  on  to  explore  a  path  unknown, 

Daring  walk  alone  ; — 
But  I  know  not  if  the  way  will  lead  me  down 

In  the  swamps  to  drown, 
Or  will  take  me  where  the  sunlight  and  the  breeze 

Play  about  the  trees ; — 
What  I  know  is, — I  shall  travel  far. 
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There's  a  melody,  which  surges  forth  on  wings 

That  an  angel  sings, 
And  it  beats  against  my  heart  with  '  Poet,  you, 

Why  not  sing  it  too  ? ' 
But  I   know  not  if  the  melody's  refrain 

Be  a  sob  of  pain, 
Or  a  purple  paean  on  a  shaft  of  light 

Ready  for  its  flight; — 
What  I   know  is, — 'tis  my  soul  that  sings  ! 

Jewels,  garden,  palace, — journey,  melody, 

They  are  all  for  me ; 

(What    we're    here   for    in    this    scheme    of  things 
immense, 

Being  experience  ;) 
And  their  dual  challenge  has  one  common  trend, 

Unity  their  end ; 
I  may  soar  or  grovel,  touch  the  stars  or  earth, 

Plenty  find, — or  dearth  ; — 
What  I  know  is, — they  are  all  for  me  ! 
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V. 

UR   seeking  souls  have  wandered  up  and  down, 
And   seen   Earth's   pleasant   face  turn   parched 

and  brown, — 
Have  sought  for  life 
In  passion's  strife, 
And  found  how  Waters  drown. 


Our  seeking  souls  have  used  the  wings  of  Air 
To  waft  us  messages  from  here  to  there ; 

This  did  but  whet 

Our  yearning  yet 
A  wider  life  to  share. 

And  none  of  these  (though  each  their  music  bring 
As  on  one  instrument  a  triple  string,) 
Could  tell  me  why 
As  time  goes  by 
Our  souls  but  closer  cling. 
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This  way  and  that,  I  sought  to  catch  a  clue 
Whereby  to  trace  what  draws  us — me  and  you — 
Till  in  a  dream 
It  did  meseem 
My  knowledge  backward  flew. 

I  saw  myself  a  guardian  of  the  keys 
To  unlock  and  read  th1  eternal  mysteries 

Where  sun  and  star 

Mere  symbols  are 
Of  light  transcending  these. 

I  saw  you  too, — a  suppliant  at  my  feet, 
Whose  love  for  me  made  bitter  bondage  sweet ; 

And  none  like  you 

Would  run   to   do 
My  will,  so  sure  and  fleet. 

But  I  who  gazed  where  seraphim  abide, 
Disdained  to  love  and  scorned  you  in  my  pride  ; 

Beneath  my  rule 

You  were  a  tool 
To  use  and  fling  aside. 
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Thus,  in  a  flash  of  flame,  I  saw  at  last 
Your  fate  and  mine  were  fixed  in  cycles  past, 

And  deeds  then  done 

Beneath  the  sun, 
Thereby,  now  hold  us  fast. 
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VI. 


wide  spaces,  when  the  winds  lie  low, 
Where  land  and  sky  blend  in  one  purple  glow, 
Or  through  illusive  woods  of  shade  and  shine, 
I  trace  a  track  worn  long  ago 
And   know  it  once  was  mine. 

Sometimes  I  see  a  robe  of  rainbow  glint, 
Where  others  see  mere  atmospheric  tint, — 
Or  hear  an  orchestra  of  antiphones, 
To  other  ears  that  do  but  hint 
How  moving  water  moans ; — 

Sometimes  I  know :   '  One  flash  of  vision  yet 
And  I  could  read  the  planets1  alphabet!1 

Sometimes  I  feel  warm,  waving  wings  that  beat 
Above  my  head, — and  sometimes  get 
In  touch  with  unseen  feet ; — 
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Sometimes  I  think  what  others  sunset  deem 
Is  the  vast  temple-palace  of  my  dream, — 
The  crimson,  feathered  clouds  are  cloven  fires 
On  mystic  altars,  and  they  seem 
To  shape  my  soul's  desires. 

I  see,  but  never  get  the  vision  clear ; — 
And  if  I  once  was  sibyl  or  was  seer, 

I  cannot  read  the  simplest  symbol  right 
Of  meanest  thing  in  lowliest  sphere. 
Although  I  feel  I  might. 

What  was  it  worth  I   knew  the  mysteries, 
Yet  scorned  to  love  ?     Now  my  redemption  is : 
I  love  and  let  you  love  me  as  you  will  ; 
For  we  our  welded  destinies 
Must  utterly  fulfil ! 

I  shall  not  fling  the  temple  gateway  wide, 
Nor  see  the  mystic  altar-flames  inside, — 

I  may  not  claim  my  soul's  withholden  treasure, 
Till  I  have  let  my  passion's  pride 
Die  for  your  passion's  pleasure! 

64 


SONGS   OF   FIRE. 

But  such  surrender  (in  forgetfulness 
Of  all  save  what  you  ask  !)  to  love's  sweet  stress, 
Will  surely  unify  your  soul  and  mine 
In  bonds  whereof  we  scarce  can  guess 
The  potency  divine. 
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VII. 


gave  me  a  rose  from  your  garden's  bloom,, 
The  best  that  you  had  to  give ; 
In  passionate  splendour  and  proud  perfume 
It  found  on  my  sheltering  bosom  room, 
So  long  as  it  yet  might  live. 

Twas  the  blossom  of  love  that  you  gave  to  me, 

The  heart  of  your  own  heart's  core, — 
And  I  gave  you  back  in  its  beauty,  free, 
A  love  that  was  wider  than  sky  or  sea, 
And  fain  had  I  given  you  more  ! 

And  as  I  did  gaze  on  the  beautiful  thing 

That,  below,  is  the  symbol  of  love, 
I  felt  go  by  me  a  wafted  wing, 
And  a  wondrous  radiance  seemed  to  spring 
From  a  rose-red  cloud  above. 
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And  then,  in  a  glorious  glimpse  of  gold, 
As  the  earth  and  the  air  were  riven, — 
In  the  farthest  havens  of  light  unrolled, 
The  Rose  whose  petals  are  hundredfold 
To  mine  inward  sight  was  given. 

O  Flower  of  Love  no  blight  can  crush, 

Effulgent  in  fadeless  shine ! 
O  Flower  of  Love !  your  rose-red  flush 
Becalmed  my  soul  to  the  holiest  hush 

Of  praise  for  a  joy  divine  ! 
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VIII. 

T   WAS  sleeping  in  the  mid-day, — on  my  breast 

•*•  By  my  fingers  pressed 

Jewels  sparkled,  meet  for  royal  diadem, 

And  I  dreamed  of  them : — 
Topaz,  sapphire,  carbuncle,  and  amethyst 

By  the  sunlight  kissed, — 
Turquoise,  emerald,  and  diamond 

Lucent  with  the  shine  beyond. 

Then  I  saw  my  jewels  suddenly  became 

Spheres  of  living  flame, — 
Spheres  of  coloured  music  borne  on  vivid  wings^ 

And  they  sang  of  things 
Stored  within  mine  inward  vision  ages  back, 

And  I  saw  their  track 
Through  the  changing  efflorescence  whirled 

Of  each  opalescent  world. 
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Sphere  that  looked  like  jewel, — jewel  like  to  sphere 

Did  to  me  appear ; — 
Moving  music,  vibrant  pinions,  seemed  to  be 

As  one  symphony, 
And  my  poet's  soul  did  smite  them  as  were  these 

Gold  and  crystal   keys, — 
And  I  felt  at  one  with  all  at  last 

Till  the  glorious  vision  passed  ! 
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IX. 


T   LOOKED  upon  the  lotus-blossom  in  the  sun, 

And  as  I  looked,  its  upward  golden  eye 
Expanded  till  of  blossom  there  was  none, 
And  in  its  place  there  passed  me  by 
A  glorious  winged  One. 

Then  from  this  Presence  came  a  voice,  which  spake 
With  mystic  music  in  its  noble  tone; 

And  as  I  bowed  my  head  for  reverence  sake, 
A  message,  as  of  Truth  long  known, 
Across  my  vision  brake. 

*  Each  fate,"1  it  said,  *  is  but  a  canto  writ 
In  one  great  Poem  of  one  Universe ; 

The  conscious  soul  accepted  every  whit 
Before  its  birth,  and  "  best "  or  "  worse  " 
Are  threads  together  knit. 
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'  What  ye  call  "  sin,""  is  wandering,  as  ye  go, 

Mistaking  mirage  for  an  oasis  ; 
The  Golden  Isles  await  ye, — that  ye  know, — 

So  sail  toward  reflected  bliss, 
To  find  elusive  show ! 

'  There  is  no  death  ;  ye  put  a  garment  on, 
And  put  it  off,  a  soiled  and  tattered  rag; 

Ye  call  it   "death"  to  doff  this  garment  wan, 
And  in  your  blindness  do  but  brag 
Tis  "  living "  what  ye  don. 

*  If  ye  of  bound  and  free  could  judge  aright, 
Ye  would  sing  paeans  by  the  vacant  tomb, — 

Ye  would  shed  tears  beside  the  cradled  wight, — 
For  he  who  comes,  comes  in  to  gloom, 
Who  goes,  goes  forth  to  light ! 

'  There  is  no  fear  for  those  who  truly  see 

What  is,  or  will  be,  springs  from  all  that  was, — 

How  all  that  happens  fitly  has   to  be, 

And  what  ye  name  "  effect "  and  "  cause " 
Make  up  but  one  decree. 
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'  Thus  sense  and  thought  and  passion  all  are  good, 
And  earth  and  air  and  water  each  have  place, 

And  over  these  the  quickening  flames  do  brood, 
And  Spirit  gives  to  all  its  grace 
To  bless  their  plenitude.' 

And  when  I  raised  my  head  again,  behold  ! 

The  water  lapped  about  the  lotus1  stem 
And  prisoned  root  and  petals  manifold, 

With  ever  in  the  midst  of  them 
Its  upward  eye  of  gold. 
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X. 

TT^OK   us,  O  love  of  my  human  heart ! 
"Tis  writ  on  the  changeless  chart, 
That,  whether  on  this  or  a  wider  plane, 
Together  we  journey  through  pleasure  or  pain, 
With  passion  the  point  from   which   we  start, 
And  peace  as  the  goal  to  gain. 

O  love  of  my  human  heart !    I  know 

Wherever  I  go,  you  go, — 
Whatever  we  claim  for  our  soul's  desire 
From  water  and  earth  and  air  and  fire 

In  the  spheres  above  or  the  world  below, 
Together  we  both  aspire. 

O  Earth !    no  longer  I  stand  in  awe 

Of  you  and  your  fateful  law ; 
O  Water !    weaving  your  rain-drop  crown, 
No  longer  with  you  I  fear  to  drown  ; 

O  Air !   there  is  neither  fleck  nor  flaw 
In  your  freedom  up  and  down. 
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O  Flame !    that  flows  from  the  sacred  springs  ! 

0  Soul  of  my  soul  that  sings ! — 
By  the  symbol  set  of  the  Nenuphar, 

You  have  borne  my  vision  beyond  the  bar ! 

1  have  looked  awhile  on  the  Heart  of  things 
Where  Beauty  and   Wisdom  are! 
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